TheJirBpmof 

With termes nor Titles { he’s at reft in bed. 

Kings do not vfe to watch thcmfclues, they flcep, 
And let rebellion and confpiracie,' 

Rcuell and hauocke in the Common-wealth, 

Is London look’d vnto ? 

Hhh, It is my Lord ; 

Your noble V ncklc Exeter is there. 

Your brother Glocefter,and my Lordof Wlrwicke 
Who with the Maior and the Aldermen ^ 

Do guard the gates, and kcepc good rule within. 
The Earle of Cambridge, and fir Thomas Gray 
Do walke the round, Lord Scroope and Butler fcout. 
So though it plcafe your Maiefty to ieft, * 

Were you in bed, well might you take your reft. 

Kin, I thankeyc Lords : but you do know of old. 
That I hauc beene a perfe<ft night-walker : 

London you fay is fafely lookt vnto, 

Alas poore Rebels, there your ayde muft faile. 

And the Lord Cobham Sir lohn Old-caftlc, 

Quiet in Kent, Aifton ye are deceiu’d ; 

Reckon againc,you count without your hoftc. 

To morrow you ftiall giue account to vs. 

Till when my friends, this long cold winters night 
How canwefpendPKingHarry isafleepe. 

And all his Lords, thefe garments tell vs fo : 

All friends at foot-ball, fellowcs all in fielde, 

Harry, and Dicke,and George: bring vs a drum, 
Giue vs fquare dice,weel keepe this court of guard, 
For all good fcllowesjcompanies that come. 

Where s that mad Prieft ye told me was in armes 
T o fight, as well as pray, if neede required. 

Snf.He sintheCampe,and if he knew ofthis, 

I vndertake he would not be long hence. 

Kin. Trip Dicke, trip George. 

Hun.l muft haue the dice: what do we play at ? 
Paflage ifyepleafe. 


Sif lohtt oI^-caHIs* 

Set round then: fo, at all. 

H4r.Geor^c,you we ou^ 

„ . vAce ve good fellowes,take a freftr garofter in. 
more gold then all rj‘j^,J,®'belceue it not. 

V''- * 

Trr. Yepaffe 

H 4 r.Prieft,haft any more ?. 

Pri.Mote? what a queftion s that ? _ 

I tell thee I haue more then all you three, ; 

.1- goM. 

Hov. »>"y by Gold. > 

Pri.lraithbut one, doft ^ond h haue gold; for 

Ss'hll SImbm,black. b«.b. Cocker 

“X.p.y -.,<b.goW ’ 

?St flt!lle coueryee.atall: Aplapeon t lament, 

the diucl.and d.ce,and a wench, who ^ 

5«f.Saift thou fo.prieft? f« fane, at all for once. 


